Gerbier began to write.

Near him, under the lamp, the Bison's face assumed such an
expression that Jean-Frangois seized him by the wrist.

"You wouldn't touch a chief," he whispered.

"Get out," said the Bison, "and get out quick. You're not
going to tell me anything. You were still playing marbles when
I was already commanding men in the legion. Get out of my
sight, I tell you. ... Or I'll take care of both of you." ,

Jean-Frangois knew the Bison's muscular strength. He drew
back and pulled out his rubber bludgeon. Gerbier's hand, in the
table drawer, had found his revolver.
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"I think what is needed is a man who knows nothing about
weapons in this uninhabited house," said Luc Jardie.

Gerbier did not turn round* Jean-Frangois by a reflex came and
stood beside .his brother. The Bison retreated into the shadow.
He had seen Jardie only once, but he knew- that he was the chief.

"My friend, sit down," Jardie said to him. "And you too," he
said to Jean-Frangois.

Jardie took a chair and added,

"And light a cigarette. It makes you feel better, they tell me.
Isn't that so,' Gerbier?"

The latter at last turned round.

"Did you hear everything?" he asked.

Jardie did not answer and addressed the Bison.

"You're right," he said. "Mathilde is a wonderful woman.
Even more wonderful than you think. . . . But we're going to
kill her."

The Bison muttered, "It isn't possible."

"Why yes, why yes . . ." said Jardie. "You'll see, my friend.
We're going to kill Mathilde because she begs us to."

"Did she tell you that?" the Bison asked eagerly.

"No, but it's obvious," said Jardie. "Just think a moment. If
Mathilde had simply wanted to save her daughter all she had to
do was to hand over a list of names and addresses. You know
what a memory she has. . . ."

"It's astounding," said the Bison.

"All right," said Jardie. "Instead of doing that Mathilde tells

164